


The Tragedie of 

Atm* God faucyour Graces I do befccch your Maiefty 
T o haue fume conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdrawyour felues,andleauc vs here alone; 
Wliat is the matter with our Coofin now ? 

Aum. For euer may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nlelle a pardon ere I rife or fpcake. 

King. Intended, or committed, was this fault ? 
Ifontnefirft, how hainousereitbe, 

To winne thy after loue, 1 pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue that I may turne the Key, 
That no man enter till my talc be done. 

King. Haue thy delirc. 

The Dufy of Yorke knocks At the doore and crjetb. 

Tor kg. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfc, 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

King. V illaine, ile make thee fafe. 

Ah. Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe to Feare 
Yorke. Open the doqre, fccure foole, hardy King: 
Shall I for loue Ipeake trealon to thy face? 

Open the ‘doore, or I will breake it open . 

King. What is the matter vnckle,fpeakc, recouer breath, 
Tell vs, how neere is danger. 

That we may arme vs to encounter it ? 

Yorke, Penile this writing here , and thou ftialt know, 
The trealon that my haft forbidsme (how. • 

Ah. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife paft, 

I doe repent me, reade not my name there, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand.. 

Yorke. It was (Villaine) ere thy hand did let it downc: 

I tore it from the traitors bqfomc (King) 

Feare, and nos loue, begets his penitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pitty prooue 
A ferpent, that will fling thee to thee ’ ;art. 

King. O heynous,ftrong,and boldconfpiraciel 
O loyall father of a treacherous lonne ! 

Thou ftieerc immaculate and filuer Fountaine, 
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From whence this ftreame through muddiepaflagw 

Hathhald his current, and defilde himfelfc; r 
Thy ouerflow of good conuerts to bad. 

And thy ab oundant goodnefte lhall excufe 
This deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Yorke. So lhall my V ertue, be his Vices baude. 

And he lhall fpend mine honor, with hislhame. 

As thriftles Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gold : 

Mine honour liues when his dilhonour dies. 

Or my lhamdelife in his dilhonor lies ; 

Thou kill! me in his life giuinghim breath, 

T he traitor liues, the true man's put to death. 

Dutch. What ho, my Liege for Gods fake let me in,. 
Kng. What Ihrill voye'd liippliant makes this egercryl 
T>»tc. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis L 
Speakewith me, pittie me, open the doore, 

A Begger begs, that neuer begd before. 

Kwg. Qurfccnc is altered from a ferious thing. 

And now changde to the Beggar and, the King: 

My dangerous Ccofin, let your Mother in, 

I know Ihe is come, to pray for your foule linne. 
r lorkg. 1 r thou do pardon whofoeucr pray. 

More iinnes for this forgiuenes, prolper may s 
This feftred loynt cutoff, thereft reft found, 

1 his let alone, will all the reft confound. 

Tnt. Oh King, bcleeue not this hard-harted man % 

Loue louing not it fclfe, none other can 

Dnt. Not yet I thee bcfeech, 
for eucr will I walke vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees,. 
p th ° u 8 iue io y i vntill thou bid raeioy, 

^ pardoning Rutland, my tranfgreifing boy 
Ah. Vnto my mothers praiers I bend my fence, 

‘r&kf. 




